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The whole congregation rose to their feet and looked with
reverence and pity at two beyond all others of the mighty
procession that paced slowly up to the chancel steps. These
two were, first, King Edward VIII, with his set face from which
all the boyish and nervous glow of the Prince of Wales had
vanished in a few brief days, and, secondly, Queen Mary, erect,
stately, and infinitely sad.
As the procession advanced, the choir at its head broke into
a chanting of the magnificent and uplifting promises, "I am
the resurrection and the life" and "I know that my Redeemer
liveth." Slowly they mounted the steps, slowly swung to the
right as the clergy swung to the left, and slowly the bearers
placed the coffin on the purple-covered bier at the foot of the
steps leading to the altar. There followed a pause, while the
bearers lifted the Crown, Orb, and Sceptre, carried them to a
small dais prepared on the left of the altar steps, and replaced
them with a mass of flowers, placed ready to hand by the
Comptroller of the Household.
King Edward and his mother stood motionless behind the
coffin. Behind them, right to the doors, stood the long line of
Kings, Presidents, Princes, and leaders of nations. Suddenly
the choir broke into the psalm of comfort, "The Lord is my
Shepherd." As the last note died away the Bishop of Winches-
ter, as Prelate of the Order of the Garter, moved to the foot
of the coffin, and in a clear but clearly moved voice read the
lesson from Revelation, with its solemn assurance, "There shall
be no more death." Again the choir took up the service with
the dead King's favourite hymn, "Abide with me."
Then the deep tones of the Archbishop of Canterbury
uttered the terrible words, a reminder of the frailty of man,
which precede committal of the body to the earth. The coffin
sank slowly down into the vault through the floor to its resting-
place. King Edward stepped forward and cast a handful of
earth upon it. Then, while all hearts were wrung for him at
that bitter moment, the Archbishop pronounced the formula
of committal: "Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust";
but "in the sure and certain hope of the resurrection to eternal
life."
His place was taken by the Archbishop of York, who read
the prayers for the departed. Then the Garter Principal King
of Arms stood forth, and with a touch of nervousness pro-
nounced the styles of both the dead and of the living King.
As the sonorous titles rolled through the chapel, all felt that
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